Loues Labour slojk 

Peda. And certcs the text moft infallibly concludes it. Sir I 
doeinuite you too, you (hall not fay me nays paucaverba. 

Away, the gentles arest their game, and we will to our reerta. 
ation* Exeunt . 

Enter Berowne with a Paper in his hand , alone, •; 

Bero. The King he is hunting the Dears, 

I am courOng my felfe. 

They haue pitcht aToyle,! am toylingina pyteh, pitch that dc. 
files; defile a foulcword; Well, fet thee down e lor row; forfo 
they fay the foole faid, and lo fay I, and Ithcfoolc :well proued 
wit. By the Lord this Loue is as mad as a Aiax, it k-ils fiieepe, it 
kills mee,l afhecpiwell proued againe a my fide.I will not loue; 
if I dpe hang mee yfaith I willnot.O but her cyetby this light; 
but for her eye, I would noc loue her ; yes, for her two eye*. 
Well,I doe nothinginthe world but lye, and lyein my throat:* 

By hcau?n I doe loue, and it hath taught me to Rime, and to be 
mallichollie : and here is part of my Rime, and heere my tmb 
licholic. Well, fhe hath one a’tny Sonnets already the Clowns 
bore it, the foole lent it, and the Lady hath it : fweet Clowne, 

1 wee ter Foole, fweeteft Lady. By the world, I would notcarea 
pin, if the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper,' 
God giue him grace to grone. 

He Bands afde. The King entreth.. 

Kin. Ay mee! 

Btr. Shot by heauemprocccde fweet Cupid, thou haft thumpc . 
him with thy Birdboltvndcrthe left pap tin faithfecrets. 

King. So fweet a kiflc the golden Sunne giucs not, 

To rhofe freftj morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames. when their frelh rayfc haue fmot. 

The night of dew that on ray cheekes downe flowe^ 

Nor fhiues the bluer Moone one halfe fo bright-, 

Through the tranfparantbofome of the aeepe, 1 

Asdoththy face tbroughtcarcs of mine giue light t . 
Thoufhin’ftin suery tears that! doeweepe. 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee : 

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tearcs that fwcll in me, 

And they thy glory through my griefe will OiQvn 
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nut doe not loue thy felfe,then thou wilt keepe 
Z tC3r es forglaffes,and ftill make me weepe. 
0 QiiSencofQu«cncs,how fatre doft thou excellj 
No thought can thinkc, nor tongue of morcall tell. 
How (hall (he know my gnefes? lie drop the paper. 

1 . n . j _ run- \K7Ur\ 1 c Vu» rnmet heer ? 


Enter Longauile . . The K ingjleps afide, 

WhitLonzaaill, and reading : liften eare. - 
Per. Now in thy likenefle, one more foole appeare. 

Lone. Ay me, Iamforfworne. ■ 

jj^fwhVjhecomesin iikeaperiure,wcartngpapers. 

Lo L In loue I hope, fweet fellowfliip infhame. 

Ber. One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon. Am I the firft, that hauebccne periur’d lof 
B e r 1 could put thee in comfort, not by two that 1 know, , 
Thou makeft thetriuraphery, the corner cap ot iocietie. 

The lhape of Loues Tiburne,that hangs vp fimpneutc. 

Lo„. ] fearethefcftubborn lines lack power to mouc. . 

O fweet Maria, EmprefTe of my Loue, 

Thefenumbers will I tcare, and writcin profe. 

Ber. O Rimes are gards on wanton Cupids hefe. , 
Diffigure not his Shop. 

Lon. ThL fame lhall eoe. 


D id not the heauenly Rhetorick. of thine eye. 

Gam ft whom the world cannot ho Id argument , , 
Perfwade my heart to thisfalfe periurie ? 

ZJ owes for thee broke defenses not punijbment » 

A woman I for [wore , but I will pro we, 

Thou being a Goddefje , Iforfwore not thee. 

My vow was earthly, thou a heauenly Loue. 

Thy grace befog gain’d, cures all difgr ace in me, 
Vowcs are but breath, and breath a vapour is * 

Then thoufaire Sun, which on my earth doejf fljine^ v 
Exhalefi this vapor-vow, m thee it is : 

If broken, theft it is no fault of mine J 
If by me broke, what foole is not fo wife , 

To lofe an oath, to. win a P aradije ? . 
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